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CI did see through the disguise,' I replied; cbut I am
surprised to learn that you were aware that it concealed a
young man/
'I did not think it would displease you, madame; I know
him personally.*
'Who is he?'
'The Comte d'Al	. You must have recognised him,
for you received him in this room about four months ago.5
'May I ask why you lied to me when I asked you if you
knew the lace-merchant?'
'I lied, madame, so as not to embarrass you; I thought
you would be angry if you knew I was in the secret.3
This explanation, instead of revealing to me the real
culpability of my servant, appeared to me quite satisfactory j
besides, I was glad to learn the name and position of my
admirer. I knew there was a young Comte dJAl	, of
very good birth, but absolutely without fortune. He was,
however, a protege of the minister, and might obtain a place
some day. This idea that Heaven might have destined me to
supply his needs was very sweet to me, and I spent my time
building castles in the air. My family would never permit
me to many him, even if he desired it, which seemed
doubtful.
I was in this state when my maid took upon herself to
write to him and tell him he could return in his woman's
dress.
She came into my room, laughing, one morning.
'Madame,' she said, 'the lace-seller is here; shall I bring
her in?'
'You are mad,' said I.
'Shall I send her away?'
*No; I will speak to her myself/
We had a long conversation, the maid coming and going
while we talked. I owned to him frankly that I loved him,
but that it was hopeless. He told me the minister was about
to send him to England on a mission, but that he should
die of despair if he did not carry with him the hope of

